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yet she was the least battered of the broken aircraft there.

After spending more than an hour going patiently over
the machine, the two Americans went recruiting. They
talked to Malays, Javanese, Britishers, old women, young
girls, men, children.

Finally, with the queerest labour gang ever seen trailing
at their heels, they marched back on to the cratered airfield
and started work.

For two days and nights, while enemy artillery on the
horizon growled and shuddered and flickered, those people
slaved over that B.i8. And then, when it was nearly
ready for the air, there came the familiar sound of bomber
engines overhead.

There had been many flights of Mitsubishis over the
place, and no one stopped work, even when bombs fell
in the vicinity. This time, however, they meant business.
They came swooping down very low, so that the airmen's
yellow faces could be seen staring down.

The workers took cover as best they could. The
bombers returned, very low, and dropped three bombs.
One of them hit the repaired B.i8 fairly, and simply blew
it to bits. The other two fell ahead of it on the runway,
leaving big holes.

After the bombers had gone, Hayes and Cherymisin
gathered their workpeople together and explained briefly
that the next attempt would be on one of the crashed
Fortresses. No dirty Yellowbellies, they said, were going
to stop them taking a cargo of passengers to safety.

A huge heap of spares was collected from the two
Fortresses that were beyond all hope. The remains of
those machines were then burned, so that they should
not fall into Japanese hands later.

Fires were lighted from wood smashed from the sheds,
and an amateur forge set up for welding. Incredible